So I'm going to Palm Springs with them. Driving down the highway, wear ing sunglasses in a nice car like I'm in some Lucy episode.
I can't believe you've never been to Palm Springs, Adelaide keeps saying.
I'm not even from here and I've been like, so many times.
I know, I say. I don't know, I say, and shrug. But when was my family supposed to be able to take vacations and lie around swimming pools? One week, my dad gets every year, and every year he drives us to see relatives, all the way to Tennessee on NoDoz in two days. Five days visiting and two days back to LA. on NoDoz again, if the car doesn't break down on the way back, which it always does. Adelaide drives her black Jag like it's a toy, with one hand and with her foot out the window. She plays Michael Jackson over and over again. All Michael. Thriller. We Are the World. Pretty Young Thing.
Ugh, Nurse says. Something else, please. Got any Whitney Houston? But Adelaide says, My car, dude. Shut the fuck up. She turns up the music and then yells, We're going to scam on some dudes! Two for me, one for you, Nurse.
Hey, I say. What about me? I'm sitting in the back seat, and I pat Adelaide on the back of her head.
We'll see if there're some hot brothers for you in Palm Springs, Virgin. She always calls me that because she thinks it's funny. She keeps saying, there is no Santa Claus, Virgin. Or Easter Bunny or Tooth Fairy. That's what holding out's like. Like you're waiting for the fucking Tooth Fairy to come and leave you a dollar for your cherry, Adelaide says. And then you're like, That's it? A dollar?
Yeah, Nurse says. Her foot is sticking out the window, too, and I think about how people going in the opposite direction have to look at her dirty feet. I wouldn't want to put my dirty feet in people's faces, even if they're going to fly right past me and don't even know who I am. Nurse jiggles her feet to Beat It and points her big toe every time on the word It. After a while, nobody talks anymore, and we just look out the window. I have never seen this before. Not even on TV, that I can remember. Lucy's in black and white. The sky is blue, like swimming pool water, and the air is hot in our faces and smells good like a shirt that just came out of the dryer, warm and soft against my cheek. This is Palm Springs, California. Before we get to the hotel, Adelaide stops at a liquor store so we can get some alcohol with her fake ID. She comes to the counter with vodka and beer and Bartles & James peach wine coolers for me because that's the only thing I can think of. I don't drink, usually. But I am. I am this week. Mom and Dad don't have to know about it. Adelaide says, Get this, will you? I'll get the next round of stuff we get.
Uh, I say. Sure. But when the sunburned guy at the cash register adds it all up, it's like thirty bucks, which seems like a lot of money to me. Plus the hotel that we're going to have to split for 150 bucks a piece. This really nice place. Miss? the guy says. And I guess it's OK, since Adelaide and Nurse will get some of the other stuff. Adelaide uses her dad's credit card, and even though Nurse doesn't have to work, her parents will pay her share. As long as we split it, it's fair.
When we get to the hotel, it's all totally worth it. Gorgeous. A view of the hills and green all around the pool with huge palm trees that look like they're sparkling whenever there's a breeze. White deck chairs are on all four sides of the pool, and four bungalows face each other. Sliding glass doors let us out to the pool, and first thing, Adelaide and Nurse are practically naked.
Bikinis, even though they're supposed to be cows. I wear shorts and a long white T-shirt that covers the shorts. She's better now, Costas says. But she was kind of trashed.
I'm fine, I say. Fine, fine, fine.
Thanks, Nurse says, and pulls me in. Peace out, she says to Costas. But she doesn't smile, and she slides the door so hard the glass wobbles.
There's some guy in bed with Adelaide, passed out. I can't believe they Good. Thank God.
It was just a blow job, I say.
Nurse slaps her forehead. You're not even going to remember it in the morning. Trust me. Yes I will, I say. I'm going to remember this for a long time.
She's done with her soda already. She turns the can upside down and taps the last drops on her tongue. I'm the only one with sense in this room, she says.
He liked me, I say. And he wasn't a brother. She slams the door behind her, trying to wake up Adelaide, I'm sure. But they're totally dead. They look like a little prince and princess sleeping in those sheets, like in one of those Hans Christian Andersen stories I loved when I was a kid. They're in their own special little world. They're a fairy tale.
I have spent so much money on my Visa card. And I just got it. I was walk ing across campus, and some dude at a table asked me if I wanted one, and I said, Yeah. It took like five minutes to fill out the application, and then I got the card in the mail, and now after a week I've spent four hundred dol lars that I'm supposed to pay back with my crappy work-study job stuffing envelopes. I barely even know where all the money went. First we split the room, and then Adelaide and Nurse want to go to these places and eat food I've never even heard of before. And even if I've heard of some of this stuff, why would you want to eat it? They order mussels, which looks like snot on a seashell. They order pate, which looks like a big square piece of baloney, but for twenty bucks. Which would have tasted good if it was actual baloney.
They order three different desserts, just to try them. They're really big on that, ordering food and just leaving it on the Adelaide keeps looking at me while she's driving. Why are you staring at me, she says. What the hell are you looking at?
Nothing, I say. I don't know. But I do know. I don't think it's fair that she gets to do whatever she wants. She gets to fuck the surfer dude, be skinny, buy a paper, and look like Michael Jackson. Adelaide's always saying, Darling, sweetie, men want women who are wise about the ways of the world. They don't want some baby who doesn't know a cock from a stick shift.
I give her that. She's probably right. I think I would have to lose it before Costas would be into me, and I'm telling myself that's probably why he didn't ask for my number. Whatever.
I got a paper to write, anyway. And I have to get an A. And it's due in one day. All of a sudden, I got much bigger things to worry about than some guy who looked really good sitting at the side of a pool.
Well? Adelaide keeps asking. Are you? Are you?
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